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TheTragedieof 

Bui. My heart wilUigb when I raifcall itfo, 

Which finds it an infbrced pilgrimage. 

gaunt. The fullen paflage of thy wearie fteps 
Eftceme a foyle wherein thou art to fet, 

The precious IcweU of thy horaereturne. 

Bui. Nay rather query tedious ftride I make, j ; ; ; ; 
Will but remember mewhat deale of world 
I wander from thelewels that I loue« 

Muft I notferue alongapprentifhood 
T o forren palfages,and in the end, 

Hauing my freedome,.boafl of nothing elfe, 

But that I was a lourney-man to griefe ? 

Gaunt. All places that the eie ot heauen vifites. 

Are to a wife man ports and happy hauens. 

Teach thyncceffitie to reafon thus. 

There is no vertue likeneceflitie : 

Thinke not the King did banilh thee 
But thou the King, who doth the heauier fit* 

Where it perceiucs it is but faintly borne t 
Go, fay I lent thee f'oorth to purchafe honour,. 

And not the King exildc thee j or fuppofe 
Deuouring peftilence hangs in our aire. 

And thou art flying to a frdher clime : 

Looke what thy foule holds deare, imagine it 
Tolythatway thougoeft, not whence thou comcfi : 
Suppofe the finging bitdsMufitions, 

The gralfe whereon thou treadfl, the prefence flrawde,, 
The flowers, faire Ladies, and thy fteps,nomore 
Then a delightful! meafure,or a daunce, 

For gnarlingforrowhathlelfe power to bite 
The man that mockcs at it and fets it light. 

Bui. Oh who can hold aficr in his hand, 

By thinking on thefrofly Caucafus / 

Or cloy the hungry edge of appetite,. 

By bare imagination of a feafl l 
Or wallow naked in December fnow. 

By thinking on fantaftickfummers heat ? 

Oh no, the apprehension of the good 
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fiiucbut the greater feelingto thevvorfe: ^ 

Slforrowes tooth doth neuer rancle more 
Then when it bites, but lancheth not the foare# 

Cnunt. Come come ray fonne, lie bring thee on thy way 

Had 1 thy youth and caufe, I woukl nor flay. - 

BhU Then England® ground farewell, fw eet foile adi ew, ^ 
My Mother and my Nurfe that beares me yet. 

Where ere I wander, boaft of this lean. 

Though baniihty et a true borne Engliihman. Exeunt* 

Enter the King with Bujhie, &c,at tnedore, andthe 
Lord Aumerle at the other. 

Xinf. Wee did obferue, Coofin Humerle, 

How farre brought you high Hcrford onhis way ! 

Aum. I brought high Hcrford, if you call him fo, 

Buttothenexthighway,andthereXlcfthim. 

Xing. Andfay, what ftpre of parting teares were flied i 
Aum. Faith none for me, except the Northeaft winde. 
Which then blew bitterly agairift ourface, 

Awakt the fleepie rewme, and fo by chance 
Did grace our hollow parting with a teare. 

Xing, What faid your Coofin when you parted with hith 
An, Farewell, & for my heart difdained that my tongue 
fliould fo prophane the word that taught me craft, 
Tocounterfaiteopprefsionof fuehgriefe, . i . 
Thatwordsfecmd buried, in my forrowes graue : 

Marry would the word farewell haue lengthned houres. 
And added yeercs to his fhort banifhment, 

He fliould haue had a volume of farewels ; 

But fince it would not, he had none of me. 

King. He is our Coofins Coofin, but tis doubt, 

When tune fhall call him home from banifhment. 

Whether our kinfman come to feehis friends. ’> ■ 

Our lelfe and Bufisic, 

Obferued his courtfliip to the common people. 

How he didfeeme to diue into their hearts. 

With humble and familiar curtefie. 

With reuerence he did throw away on fiaucs, • 
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